
  
  
      
        
          Once Upon a Woven Wish

          An Enchanted Realms Novella

		      
          Michelle Miles

        

        
          
          
        

      

    


  
  
Copyright © 2025 by Michelle Miles        

All rights reserved.

No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the author/publisher, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law. No AI Training: Without in any way limiting the author's and/or publisher's exclusive rights under copyright, any use of this publication to “train” generative artificial intelligence (AI) technologies to generate text is expressly prohibited. For permission requests, contact michelle@michellemiles.net.

The story, all names, characters, and incidents portrayed in this production are fictitious. No identification with actual persons (living or deceased), places, buildings, and products is intended or should be inferred. No part of this book was AI generated. This book was written by a live, breathing human.

Book Cover by Erin Dameron-Hill

First edition 2025

ISBN: 9798232340810 (eBook)
ISBN: 9781969164057 (paperback)







  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Map
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Dedication
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 1
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 2
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 3
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 4
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 5
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 6
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 7
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 8
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 9
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 10
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 11
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 12
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 13
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 14
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 15
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 16
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 17
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 18
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        About the Author
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Also by Michelle Miles
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    

  


  
  [image: image-placeholder]




  
  
To everyone who’s made a wish at a fountain, blown out birthday candles, or tossed a penny into a well…this one’s for you.










  
  
Chapter 1




Stonemere Village, Kingdom of Ebonvale, Gefglimmer Realm

The Well of Wishes had long since run dry. Its stones crumbled beneath moss and ivy, and its magic, if it ever had any, faded with the last of the old kings. Yet, when Serena knelt beside it, her hands shaking and her breath curling in the cold twilight, she offered her wish anyway. 

A foolish hope, perhaps. But foolish hopes were all she had left.

The taxman would arrive at dawn. The greedy king had already taken so much. How much more would he take? Her family and the village were starving. Her father was sick, possibly dying. They had nothing left to give. No heirlooms. No livestock. No harvest. Just hunger, and hope fraying at the edges.

The mountain village on the edge of the kingdom was on the brink of ruin. It wasn’t just her and her family. It was all of them. 

The old tales spoke of a magical wishing well with the ability to grant one’s heart’s desire. Anything the wisher wanted. So, Serena sought the well, searching through dense forest until she found it hidden beneath overgrown ivy and weeds, concealed to all but the most keen.

Or the most desperate. 

It had taken her all afternoon to clear the overgrowth. Her gown was soiled and sweat-stained, her hands raw. Every muscle ached from the effort. Hunger pangs plagued her. She had a desperate thirst. But peering down into the well, she saw nothing. No glisten of dark water. Only stones and sprouts of weeds pushing through the mortar. 

Now, with the cold wind biting through her and the frigid ground seeping into her knees, she took a deep breath, ready to make her wish.

“I wish…” Her breath plumed in the air around her.

She paused, her mind frozen. What was her wish? Money for the taxman? Food for the table? To cure her sick father?

There were so many needs and only one wish. At least, according to the legend.

She closed her eyes against the night, shivering in the cold breeze, and placed her hands on the edge of the crumbling stone well.

“I’d give anything to save them,” she whispered.

A desperate plea in desperate times. The wind stilled. Silence descended. And for a long, quiet moment, there was nothing. No response.

It was worth a try, even though she failed. She rose on shaking legs, her hands ice cold.

“I tried,” she said and turned away. It was a long trek back to the village, and night was upon her.

“What will you pay?”

The man’s voice curled like thread spun from the night. Cold. Mysterious. 

She turned back to see him standing there, cloaked in shadows. He wore black. His face was hidden in the night.

A shiver danced up her spine. She took a step back, clutching her elbows, her worn boots crunching on the bracken. 

“Who are you?”

“You called me, did you not?”

“I called no one. I-I made a wish.”

“All wishes are calls. The Well remembers them all.” He smiled. Not a warm smile. Not a smile that reached his eyes.

She looked past him toward the empty stone overgrown with brush.

“The well is dry,” she said.

“That doesn’t mean it’s dead.”

He moved closer, stepping into the fading light of day streaming through the treetops. His alabaster skin, glistening with an otherworldly glow, looked as though it had been carved from marble. Perfect. Flawless. With high cheekbones, a wide forehead, and curved pink lips. Beneath the hood of his cloak, his startling green-blue eyes peered back at her with curiosity. He was dressed all in black with a black cloak wrapping around him, the tail fluttering in the faint breeze.

He had simply appeared before her. She sensed something ancient about him, though she could not say what it was.

“I can grant you whatever you wish,” he said softly. “Pay your debts. Feed your village. Cure your father. Whatever you need.”

Her heart drummed hard, hope rising within her. It was as though he looked into her soul and saw her most desperate needs. All her wishes could come true. He held them in his hands, and all she had to do was say the word.

But—

“At what cost?” she asked, wary.

He raised one gloved hand and tapped her chest above her heart with the tip of his finger. “A part of you. The Well decides.”

A shudder went through her as she peered at the stranger. He wanted a piece of her. What did that mean? She shook her head.

“I have nothing to give.”

A smile split his face. “Even the poorest soul carries something worth taking.”

Her gut clenched. Her breath caught. “Like what?”

“You have a name. A voice. A story. Memories. Dreams. Hopes. Secrets.” He tilted his head. “Anything can be spun from a single memory.”

She clutched her elbows tighter. “You…want my memories?”

He shook his head. “I don’t. The magic does. The Well does. I only collect.” His words were thin, tired. Fatigue lined his features.

“And if I say no?”

“Your father dies. The taxman takes all you have. And you will not survive the winter.”

Harsh, she thought. The wind moaned between them, an ominous portent. Serena dropped her hands and gazed down at them. Pale. Chapped. Worn. She worked them hard to keep her family from starving. Anguish pounded through her. And here was this man ready and willing to grant her every wish.

For a price.

She drew in a long breath, expelled it in a shuddering plume. If she gave a piece of herself away, would it be worth it? Would they survive?

“I’ll do it.” Her words were quiet.

A soft smile touched his lips. “Then make your wish, Serena Windriver.”

Her blood ran cold. She had not given him her name. Yet he knew. Or perhaps the magic in the well knew. She cut a glance at the old well sitting dark and silent as if waiting and watching.

Serena made her wish before dawn under a moonless sky with a cold winter wind ruffling her untidy hair.

She told herself it need not be extravagant.

“I wish for enough money to pay the taxes and keep our home.”

She expected something fantastical to happen. But nothing did. No lightning. No ominous howl of the wind.

The man stepped back to the edge of the well. He removed his gloves, revealing skin inked with glowing symbols shimmering faintly like ancient runes that no longer had names. They spiraled from his fingers, curled around his wrist, and disappeared in the sleeve of his black tunic. He reached his gloveless hand to the well, holding it over the opening and whispering strange words in a language she didn’t know. 

Golden light danced upward from the well, swirling around his hands. His fingers bent, closing as though gripping the light itself. Then, the air twisted and split, tearing open for a heartbeat before closing again.

But Serena saw it. 

The world split like a woven cloth unraveling, long enough for this man to draw something out. A sprinkle of shadow and starlight between his fingers. He cupped the light in his hand, cradling it as though it were something fragile. He brought his other hand up, both hands moving with impossible grace, weaving a strand of light. The air glimmered.

Then, shimmering like spider silk, threads looped through his fingers. Shaping. Morphing. Creating. 

Gold.

Strands. Then curls. Then, circles turned into coins. Clinking softly onto the rim of the stone well. 

Shining. Bright. Real.

He continued to work, creating more weavings of light that turned into more round gold coins. When he finished, a bulging satchel rested at her feet.

“Enough, you said. Enough and no more.” His voice was laced with exhaustion as he sagged against the old well. Tired lines creased his face as though weaving the wish took a toll. 

Perhaps it had.

Serena’s eyes burned with the hot sting of tears. “You…did it.”

He said nothing, his face remaining impassive.

She started to thank him, but then a wave of dizziness accosted her. She swayed on her feet, a flutter rising in her chest. She touched her head as she reached out to steady herself on the stone of the well.

He moved back, putting distance between the two of them. 

A strangeness overcame her.

“What—” But the word stuck in her throat. She blinked, her vision fuzzy.

There was a thought at the edge of her mind that was now gone. She placed a hand to her temple and rubbed.

“The price has been paid,” he said, his voice solemn.

“What did you take?”

“A memory,” he said.

Panic seized her. “What memory?”

“If you knew, it would not be gone.” His mouth drew down in a frown as though sorry for the taking. “You will remember the wish. Always. But the cost…it leaves space.”

She pressed cold, shaking fingertips to her lips. What had she done?

“I want it back.” Her voice warbled with her fear, her regret.

“No refunds.”

A choked sob escaped her. She turned to hide her shame, putting her face in her hands as the hot tears pricked her eyes.

“Now, go,” he said.

When she turned back, he was gone. Only the satchel of gold remained.

But beneath her skin, shimmering under the surface, was a tremor of something forgotten. Something changed. She would never be the same.








  
  
Chapter 2




She half-ran, stumbling once on a rock, but didn’t stop. The well’s memory clung to her like fog. She kept seeing his eyes. Hearing his voice.  What will you pay? With the weight of the satchel clutched between her hands, her heart raced. Not only from the exertion of the climb but also from the sheer fear pounding through her from her experience at the well.

When she exited the edge of the woods, she paused to see the village in the distance. Quiet, sleepy. Not yet alive with the raucous noise of village life.

Dawn was burning on the horizon. Which meant the taxman would come to collect his debts soon. How was she to get the satchel into the village without garnering attention? By the time she arrived, the first stirrings would be happening. It was heavy, bulging and noticeable. 

Serena chewed her lower lip, unsure of her next move. She had no choice and needed to get there before he came calling.

Taking a deep breath, she headed down the footpath once more. After trudging the long way, she made it to the edge. The sun rose higher in the sky and there, on the edge of the village, was the sheriff’s familiar carriage.

She swallowed hard. Whose house was he in? The Brightwood’s? The Fullhide’s? Hornraven? Not wanting to linger, she forced her feet to move and hurried into the village. As she neared her small home, the door to the Hornraven home burst open. Mrs. Hornraven ran out sobbing, her face red and splotchy. Her cheeks were stained with tears. Mr. Hornraven followed, carrying the smallest child. Their two other children were on either side of him.

And then, stepping out after them, the taxman and the sheriff. Urbano Lackman strutted like he owned the village, his greasy hair matted to his head, that familiar sneer plastered on his face. Cold. Heartless. He was glad to see them thrown out. She could feel it. He craned his neck and looked up at the home that was barely more than a hovel. But it was all the Hornravens had.

“That should cover it,” he said to the sheriff.

“We paid what we could,” the woman sobbed. “Please! Please, I beg you. Give us more time.”

Her husband was at her side, reaching for her arm and tugging her toward him with a gentle nudge.

“No extensions,” the man said, his tone cold and unrelenting. “King’s orders.”

Guilt bloomed in her chest like fire. It’s them. Not us. Not today. That truth cut worse than any blade. The oldest boy’s face was devoid of emotion. The middle girl clutched her doll, all she had left, as giant tears rolled down her face. The man was red with fury but said nothing, for he knew the punishment for speaking out against the king’s men.

“Where are we supposed to go?” Mr. Hornraven asked.

The taxman shrugged. “Don’t know. Don’t care.” Then to the sheriff, “Next house!”

He knocked on the Fullhide’s door while Mrs. Hornraven continued to wail.

Serena fled, eyes down. She didn’t look back. She didn’t want to see another family fall. Her front door clicked shut behind her, and only then did she let herself breathe.

As soon as the door closed, she heard a deep cough coming from her father. Her younger sister, Maris, came from the bedroom with an expectant expression.

“Where have you been? Papa has been asking for you.”

Serena pulled the edge of her threadbare cloak closer to hide the satchel of gold. She hurried through the small cabin to the room she shared with her sister. 

“I had an errand,” she called.

“An errand? For what? Today is tax day, Serena. How are we—”

“I know,” she said, cutting her off. She half-turned to look at her over her shoulder. “I’ll handle it.”

“But—”

Serena closed the bedroom door, cutting her off. She stood for a moment in the solace of the room, closing her eyes and taking a long, cleansing breath. She was trying to make sense of what she’d done. What she’d seen. And what it might cost her. She hurried to her narrow bed and dumped the satchel. Coins clinked, forming a golden mountain. Quickly, she counted, knowing she needed three hundred for the taxes.

When she surpassed three hundred and went all the way to a thousand, her fingers trembled. She’d asked for enough. But this…this was too much. Why? Was it a mistake? A trap? Or something worse? The man’s voice echoed again. What will you pay? Her breath hitched. What had she already paid?

A pounding on the door startled her. She scooped the money back into the satchel and stashed it under her pillow.

“Serena? He’s here,” Maris called through the door.

She smoothed her hair, but her palms were slick with sweat. She must remain calm. Smile. Lie, if she had to. She opened the door. 

“Go tend Papa.”

“But—”

“Now. Let me handle it.”

Another pounding on the door. When her sister failed to move—her eyes ringed in fear—Serena gave her a gentle nudge toward their father’s bedroom. Once the door was closed, she greeted the sheriff and taxman.

The sheriff looked tired, haggard, annoyed. The taxman, though, had a gleeful gleam in his dark eyes. She hated him all the more for it.

“Wait here,” she said before he spoke.

Serena scurried back to her room and grabbed the satchel, then she returned with her head held high. 

“For our taxes.” She handed over the bulging bag.

He took it, peered into it, likely doing a quick count. Then he looked back at her with narrowed eyes. 

“What trickery is this?” he asked.

“What do you mean?” Her heart rammed against her ribs. “It’s the gold you asked for. Payment in full.”

“This is more than what’s owed,” he snapped.

At that, the sheriff leaned over to peer down into the bag. His eyes went wide at the amount of gold there.

“I know.” Her voice was stronger than she had expected. “How much for the Hornraven family’s debt?”

He studied her. Perhaps a little suspicious or a little impressed. She didn’t know which. 

“You’re paying for them?”

She nodded. “I am.”

He named the sum. She didn’t react, didn’t move a muscle. But the amount was far more than she expected.

“Then that should be enough,” she said.

He stared at her, as though he wanted to object, but didn’t.

“Very well.” 

He spun on his heel and stalked away from the door. The sheriff lingered there a moment longer, confusion on his face, before he turned and left, too. 

Only when the door shut did she feel a tug beneath her breast. Pulling, as though something came loose. She staggered back, gripping the edge of the table. The tug beneath her ribs was sharp, aching. Like a thread yanked loose from her soul. She gasped, clutching the table. Something’s gone. A song? A name? A face? She reached for it, but it was already dust.

The door to her father’s room opened, and Maris stepped out, her wide-eyed gaze going from Serena to the closed front door and back again. Question was written all over her face. 

“The taxes…?”

“Paid,” Serena said, her tone calm and steady. Much calmer than she felt.

Maris’s eyebrows drew together. “But how?”

“I told you before I would find a way, and I did.” 

Her heartbeat increased as she thought of the mysterious man and the wishing well. She did not dare tell her sister about either, or her father, because she didn’t want to have to explain how it was even possible that he made her wish come true. 

Maris had more questions, but her father called from his bed.

“Find Papa something to eat,” Serena said.

Maris huffed, but she ignored her and entered the room, trepidation skittering through her.

Her father was propped up on the pillows of his bed. His arms resting by his side, the blankets tucked underneath them. His face was deathly pale, eyes closed, lips pressed together. A sheen of sweat beaded his forehead. His dark hair was plastered against his head. 

The room smelled of death.

She hated it.

She hated seeing her father succumb to the sickness that had plagued him these last few years. 

She forced her feet to move to his bedside and perched on the edge of the chair beside him. Her hand shook as she reached for his, patting his cold, clammy skin. She wanted to recoil, but forced herself to hold his hand. To give him the comfort he needed. To know he was not alone. 

His eyes fluttered open and fixed on her. A weak smile creased his pale lips.

“Serena, dear girl. There you are.”

A cough wracked his frail body, his chest rattling with consumption. 

A pang went through her, making her chest tighten.

“How are you feeling today?” It was a rhetorical question. One she did not expect him to answer. 

He wheezed as he tried to answer. She reached for the damp rag to wipe his brow. The water in the bowl was murky. Annoyance flashed through her. Maris did not freshen the water.

When her sister pushed open the door, Serena looked up. The girl carried a wedge of stale bread.

“This is all we have left.”

Serena took it from her, holding it in her hand as she reached for the bowl.

“Take this. Refresh the water from the well. Bring clean linens,” she ordered, her voice terse.

Maris frowned. “But I haven’t slept all night. And I’m hungry,” she whined.

She was hungry too, but she didn’t whine about it. She was tired too, but she forced herself to go on. 

“Do as you’re told,” she snapped. “Then you can rest.”

With a pout, she snatched the bowl from her hands and stalked out. 

“Don’t be so hard on her,” Papa said, his voice weak. “She’s all you have left.”

Serena placed the bread aside. She stood and slid an arm behind him, lifting him enough to fluff the pillows.

“I still have you.”

He coughed again as he leaned into the pillows. Serena busied herself with arranging his blankets to ease his discomfort. 

Maris stomped into the room again with the bowl of fresh water and clean linen rags. She gave her a nod of thanks before the girl scurried off to their bedroom to rest.

“Serena…” He gasped her name, his voice raspy. “I do not have much time.” He closed his eyes, leaning heavily into the pillows.

Fear stabbed her heart. “Don’t talk like that. You’ll be—”

“No. Sit, please.”

With her heart clawing its way to her throat, she sat, her hands clasped in her lap to keep them from shaking. 

“How about some bread?” she asked.

He shook his head, a slow movement from side to side. “No. Tell me a story.”

“A story?”

“Yes. When your mother lived…the flowers were in bloom. I can see the flowers in bloom and smell their sweet scent.”

He was delirious. She searched her memory for that time, but came up empty. 

“I’m sorry, Papa. I don’t remember that.”

He wheezed again, trying to draw in a breath. His eyes cracked open as he looked at her and smiled.

“You were eight. Maris was four. Your mother wove flower crowns for festival day for both of you. Flowers from her garden. You wore pink. Maris wore yellow. Dresses your mother made.”

His eyes fluttered closed, as though speaking was an effort. He grew quiet then, falling asleep at last. 

As he did, Serena searched her memory for the flower crowns and the garden and the festival he talked so fondly of. She had no memory of it, as though there was nothing but a black void there.

While he slept, she rose from the chair and crept from the room. She hurried to the one she shared with her sister, her steps light on the wood floor.

Maris slept, curled on her side. Serena stood there for a long moment, unsure what she was searching for.

Her gaze swept the room. Her sister’s boots, the cracked windowpane, the faded ribbon tied to the bedpost. Familiar things.

But something inside her had shifted. The well had taken something. Left a hole she couldn't fill. She clenched her fists at her sides. One wish. One family saved.

How many more would it take before she forgot who she was?
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